MY  DEAR  TIME'S  WASTE

the advice of Jacques Bainville and which necessitated enormous
reading. But apart from this work, which I believe was sound
enough, these five years were for me a time of distraction, and con-
fusion of mind. The public lectures involved much squandering of
time. The lecture trips were a pretext for innumerable changes of
scene. The preparation of courses for Monsieur Doumic or Madame
Brisson absorbed my energies. From these courses, to be sure,
certain books emerged (Edward VII, Magicians and Logicians, Senti-
ments and Customs, The Art of Living) but they no longer answered,
as had Climats, Bertiard Quesnay, Ariel and Disraeli, that imperious
need for expression which produces original and lasting works.

For some years my wife and I suffered from a dangerous hunger
for travel. One winter we spent three months in Egypt because I
had promised to give a series of lectures at the French Lycee in
Alexandria. Egypt was beautiful and worth seeing; we enjoyed
visiting the tombs of Sakkara and the mosque-citadel of Cairo, but
beyond that it was necessary to give talks, receive journalists and
see various officials, French, English, Egyptian, Syrian, Coptic and
Jewish. Time flowed by, irretrievably. In the spring we left for
Malta because in a moment of weakness I had promised to write a
little book about the island* The English critic Desmond Mac-
Carthy gave us a letter of introduction to his brother-in-law
Admiral Sir William Fisher, Commandcr-in-Chief of the British
fleet in the Mediterranean, a great sailor and a great gentleman:
suddenly we found ourselves guests of honour who went from party
to party and from dockyard to cruiser.

Then, almost as soon as we had returned from our spring trip, we
left for England where we spent part of the summer. What beauti-
ful houses we lived in there 1 Colonel Stirling and his wife, Scotch
friends of ours, gifted with infallible taste, selected enchanting pkces
for us to stay. It was necessary that our dwellings should be near
London because I was working in the libraries there on my History
of England. One year we rented Ormeley Lodge on Ham Com-
mon, a red brick house which bore, carved in an architrave of white
stone as well as in many details of the woodwork, the three plumes
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